It Is urgent to leave Manaus and visit the homes of these humble
folk. True, the mosquitoes are a dangerous scourge when the breeze
lulls; and the plum, a tiny blood-sucking fly, takes on at daybreak
when the mosquito leaves off. But Manaus 'is a citv I cannot love;
my hate for It is a disease less easily avoided than the malaria or
yellow fever. The hate Is after all the unaware response to a "hurt
loveliness. Seek out the loveliness. Go to the poor/a^Tz^.
First we turn down the Amazon from the Vnck Xegro, and skirt
a shore of bamboo,, cacauelros, abiareira, lavender-flowered rnuri-
rana, banana trees with leaves eighteen feet long, and an occasional
grove of seringueiras. We nose our boat Into the soil mud and leap
ashore. The fazendeiro3 chosen at random, is, like them all, a
caboclo. He wears the sweaty remnant of a shirt, pants that look
more like drawers, and a huge straw hat. Look at the face well;
beneath the grime, the weariness and the sparse beard, you -will find
sensitivity; In the eyes a vdstful, Intelligent poignance. We siand
in the shade of a wide cuieiro iree laden with enormous gourds. In
the unbearable damp heat of afternoon, with the mosquitoes
already sharpening their swords about us. The man's wife joins us:
a worn ancestress at thirty-five. They show us the path to the pond
beneath their home. Here lives an old crocodile they have been
unable to kill. A few months ago, it lopped off the head of their
latest bom, a baby girl. The home Is a bare wood barrack built on
stilts, with hammocks and a brazier.
Now we turn west along the Sollmoes or Upper Amazon and then
off Into one of the Innumerable tributaries, the Gurary. The shores
are lined with fazendas, a house every quarter-mile or less. A smaller
stream smothered in canebrake and mangrove, dawdles Into the
Curary; and here we shall go fishing.
Night has come. In the Amazonian tropic It is hard 10 sense Its
coming. It has been there all along, la the black and the blood-
brown waters, in the never-broken shadows of the wood. Sun has
kept it at bay, one beast cowing another. Now the sun In a rat of
red bursts over the horizon and Is gone; night leaps forward. Its
motion Is perpendicular. It starts from where It has been crouching*
close to the sullen earth; soon It has conquered ail the region of
trees; then the sky (the clouds first clawed by it) Is covered.
We have been joined by some caboclo boys. We paddle In a small
boat, and they wade out through the shallow water with their fine
nets. This Is dangerous business because of the piranha, a small,
chunky, bloodthirsty fish which attacks man In throngs, biting him
to pieces. But the piranha makes good eating; and we want a mess
of them for breakfast. The fishing desultorily goes on all night,
with the men coming and going for forty winks. The mosquitoes
take no sleep: lustful as men3 they fly at us In waves, in armadas, la
clouds, in firmaments. The waters kiss the muddy shore in endless
Intercourse, and the trees waken, bringing the sky down to their
roots, bedded in river. By midnight the heat has goaf* reverberating